*    The Tartar Embassy    *
may be derogatory, but in practice it can amount to
nothing, for our virtual independence will be un-
affected.'

Narathihapate listened dully to this masterly analysis,
Everything in his nature rose up against the advice.
Though he knew himself to be incapable of handling a
crisis, if it arose, though in the depths of his soul he
was miserably alarmed, his ache to assert himself was
greater than ever. All he said was: cThe Chief Secretary
is waiting outside with some business/

As the Queen left, Mahabo was shown in. He had
received instructions to invent a new title for the King,
a magnificent title, a title more grandiloquent than any
other king had ever borne, a title which would express
at once both temporal and spiritual lordship.

'You have the draft with you?' enquired Narathi-
hapate eagerly. He was longing to see the title.

*I have, Your Majesty/ replied the secretary, spread-
ing out a paper.

The King scanned it with attention. The title was
SIRITRIBHAVANATITYAPAVARADHAM-
MARAJA.

*I think that will do very well/ he said, repeating it
several times with great satisfaction. "Have it cut in
gold and set up over my head here, and insert it in my
dedicatory inscription at the Propitious Pagoda.'

When the Chief Secretary had departed to carry out
his instructions, the King lay back with a pleased smile.
He spent the day teaching the title to anyone who came
in.

In futilities of this kind the year passed. Not a word
was heard of China; some even began to hope that'the
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